
George Moore's Uncensored New Book
By BENJAMIN DE CASSERES.

the In-hm- is. Ihc
AilOXU l'an. He will never grow

up: lie is an abounding heart, a credu-

lous, naive spirit of his --nil. hi the welter

of wor'd lie is the child

spirit, a tragic child spirit at times com-

pound of fancy and of brawling
tavern manners and impul.-- s te curious
martyrdom!1. He 1.-- the antithesis of the
concentrative, monorail Teutonic mind, for
his attention is scattered, fly-t- l.

Between the Russian and the irishman,
lit first blush, there seem unb dgeable

psychic eliasms; but they both partake of
the blood and body of Hamlet and Don

Quixote. The brain and the world are
fused. There is a perpetual marriage

rea'ity and illusion. In lioth, their
weaknesses constitute their genius.

In Again, Out Again.
In the Irishman there is no hard and

faat line between the external and the in-

ternal umvers. There is indeed no line
at all. To have dreamed of doing a thing
is to have done it. To liave done a thing
is of no luore iiujxirtmire than to liave

dreamed the doing of it. Synge in hi

preat play. The 1'laytioy tf the UVifcrii

World, gave us in the hero of that com-

edy the evolved and involved soul of the
Irishman. He lies, exaggerates and fab-

ricates like a troubadour poet. His im-

agination kindles worlds into as

he goes along. He hastily constructs his
pontoon of facts when he come? to a for-

bidden stream and crosses it lightly or
sullenly, ns his digestion dictates.

Having the strength to disregard facts
(Shaw's "sublime disregard of facts,'
lays James Huneker about George Ber-

nard Shaw), he is natimilly, inherently
and ineradirably a pagan, a polytheist, a

legend maker, a myth maker, a monumen-
tal and immemorial super-liar-. Your real
honest to bansliec soil Irishman puts fairy
Etories in stones and a soul in everything.
He invents symbols, signs and omens; the
Voire of a Sphini may be in his pijf ; the
Delphic oraeles speak to him out of a
curious carveri cloud shape-- by the sea
winds; the Sybils and the Xorns look at
him with ryes of fire from his hearth; his
politics is a saga; his job a destiny.

That Irishman, George Moore.
Tremendously human, tantalizingly

lovable, llamboyantly erratic, the Irish-

man is one of the great adventures of the
human spirit on the planet. .And he needs
the rod of the Church.

The soul of all is in each. All of Ire-

land is in each true Irishman whole and
undivided. And George Moore is of its
very essence. He maunders and keens,
brags and gives, dribbles and lies, is legen-

dary and profane, prays and whistles si-

multaneously, is insipidly egotistical and
impulsively generous. He drinks his
cocktail while saying grace.

In his confessions, seini-com- ic records
of his life as intellectual dilettante,
hayrick Don Juan and studio transom
lizard, he walls to us for all the world
Mario BashkirtseJi". In her mirror each
day, each hour. , Marie followed the
progress of the physical disease that was
eating her up. Moore also coquets with
himself, although his disease is physical,
lie literally swims in mirrors. He ex-

amines his mustache, his wrinkles and his
style each day with the anxiety of an
o'erdonc ballet dancer. He has the sickly

of a Jean Jacques
Rousseau, ne puts down each event of
the day with the precision and mcliculous-nes- s

of the licing who has nothing to say,
hut who knows he will be read for the
splendor of his resonant emptiness.

His effrontery carries our breath away.
"When it comes to immortality, he will
have none of the absent treatment. He
walks, whether in Dublin, London or
Paris, in his homemade Valhalla and
wears his literary Croix de Guerre even
on his pajamas. Posterity is always
drawn up in serried show before his eves
and their Ecce Homo lieats against his
ears even through the drawn curtains of a
Loudon taxi, where he dreams his lorn
dreams of fair Parisian chambermaids.

The New Select Book.
But Moore is more truly Irish at his

worst than Shaw at his lest. That dear
old word "pagan"' will bob np whrn we
get to writing; and the author of A Story
Teller's Holiday (his latest book, printed
privately and for subscribers only at 10

a copy fp-- the Irish Folk-Lor- e Society),
has unquestionably the no-- for Aphro-
dite.

George Moore standing on Boston
Common would be a delicious ii'nyro. Hp
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would use the slang of the Archangels
and the copper.s would pinch him for lese
Mayflower.

The --jiagari" y sees life from an
"1." train. Hi" peeps behind curtains while

the train rumbles on and he makes im-

personal notes about life on the pave-

ment beneath, the secrets of the apart-
ment above and the rain clouds and stars
overhead. He assembles all sorts of peo-

ple in his train, does George Moore, and
he revitalizes each one, romances about
them, tlies off into a magic -. of
fancy apropos of a priest, a politician or
a human being. The subway is stonily
puritan in its immaculate opaqueness.
Your "pagan"' a la Moore rides on the top
of a bus or on the 'L.''
Not for the Matinee Girl.

In this florid and diffuse A Slary-Ttll-er'- s

Holiday there is much riding in rail-

way carriages, adventures by night in the
ruins of the Dublin of the late unpleas-
antness, and a great deal of journalistic
tictae and efflorescent mental flub. The
book is not for the Young Thing -- he who
sits wonder eved and caramel jawed at
the Wednesday matinee, her soul com-

posing --onncts to the heroic legs and
Hamlefic eyes of the hero of a thousand
and one boudoirs.

In his Isare-Takin- g, which does for
preface to A Sluni-Tellcr- 't Tloliday (and
George's leave-taking- s are his camouflage
for his eternal returns), he says:

"George Moore was never welcome in
Gruhb street, for he wished to write for
men ami women of letters, and this class

Capt. Dugmore's Two Boy Crusoes
By HARRY ESTY DOUNCE.

BADCLYFFE DUG MORE,CAPT.
has written a new tale for

boys, is no mam zeiologist ; he is right up

with the be- -t photographers eif wild life;
he is a handy man with either pen or
brush; and outside tlie Indian villages and
the real backwoods in the Big Bush of
the North, they don't make better woods-

men than be is. He is F. K. G. S., F. I?.

P. S.. and so on. ne is also a veteran
of the Canadian Expeditionary Force, and
was gassi-- for life near Yprcs, I lielicve.

That last is a "thing of private knowl-

edge,"' and mention of it may be very bad
manners, but whatever any one thinks of
the manners, no one will think the worse

of the Captain.
His dedicatiem the fact that he

has three kiddies f his own, who bossed

the writing of jiJrcnturrs in Hearer
Stream Cam), which is all about Jae-- and
Cliarlic, and how they get shipwrecked on

the wild of Newfoundland with
nothing but their knives and a few trout
flies; and they build huts, kill big game,
make Crusoe eJothcs and sowshoes and
things, and triumphantly subsist through
a glorious ye-a- r by virtue of their wood-eraf- r.

Naturally, with such .supervision, the
book is a de-a- sure bull's eye on the target
at which it was aimed. It will fetch the
kiels all right; they'll eat it up. Some of
their captious ciders (none of whose busi-

ness it is) will probably pick flaws in it
for the that although Cnpt. Dug-

more's beasts and birds and fihes anel

plants are introeliie-ee- l with unimpcae-hahl-

fidelity to nature', his boy heroes are cer-

tainly a tallish pair of marvel manipula-
tors. For which the youngsters will like
Vm all the better, and tlie stuffy old
Daddies and Uncles can read the hunting
experiences of a Col. Theodore Kooseve-lt-.

Poor, hobble-d- , overceinscientious greiwn-up- !
You can't go The Swiss Family Hiib-i'hs-

any more. Don't you wish you could f
But hand it to Junior, atfat. 0, and don't
expect him on time for meals till the end

of his third reading. The principle goes
double feir .drrntiercs in Bearer Stream
Camp neit to mentiem Hurry Castlcmon's
works, Henly's, Kirk Munroe's and the
woiks of every other worker whose boys'
books hoys can be on to like.
With one superb exception in 77ic Jumjlc
Jluote.

Jnt for the. fun of it the writer will

bet Ins hat (hats are $8 this fall) that
when t!ioo Dngmorc kiddies come of the-Jac-

and Charlie age, no matter how
many Beiy Seoul tots they may have
passeel by then, their father will not
maroon them em the Newfoundland coast
with such implements as Charlie and Jack
originally liad along and leave 'cm to put
in a yearl

Take the mutter of bows anil arrows.

is not recogniml In the libraries as read-

ers of hooks-- ; strange that it should be
so, but it - --o; for while there are books

for astronomer-- , for -- dentists, for doctors,
for lawyers, for golfers, for cricketers, for
chess players, for and as for
young girls in their voluminous lit-

erature auaits them eve-r- year, there are
no IkkiVs written for men and women of
letters By private printing
our author has cut h:m--- lf off from many
readers, but the alternative wo3 for him
to cruse writing."

All of which - partly true and reminds

in of what Huge, lit bell. Flench writer,
said regarding the niu.-e.-u- ait galleries
and libraries of l'aris, that they should
be cloned to the There is some-

thing in this when one looks dolefully at
the late struggle to make America safe
for prohibition.

Alec the Smart.
In the pages following the preface

Moon-- wanders all over Ireland, literally
and historically . In the course of his
foraging he runs aero-.- - a half-witte- d fern
gatherer, one Abe Trii.-selh- y, who, like all
half-witte- r! creatures who live in the open,
has more to reveal than was found in
our city man's philo-oph- y, O Jim!

Alec has a private late-hke- to a private
mansion in the Irish skies and he lets
George in on tiptee, where, shoes in hanel
so as not to disturb Mrs. Grundy, dozing
in the porter's lrxlgr, they emerge into the
Tower of Forbidden legends. Alee has
all of ancient Ireland at his tengur.s end;
he knows all alnnit the-- e ancient Tristans

John and Charles make these with their
knives?, using titb line- - for the how strings.
Then they twang have- - among the bask-

ing salmon, the ptarmigan, the: hares', the
caribou herds; they assassinate a big black
bear, by Robin Hood!

I knew a youth, neit such a jonthful
youth cither now I think of it, Mid he was
in the Canadian fore-s-t on a fishing trip
out of the game- - season and devoid of a
shooting iron. And the hares and the
grouse and the spmee pa'tridge displayed
the most insufferable insolence came licp-pitin- g

and ejuittering right into camp,
thumbing their nr-e- - at the cooking pot.
And thrive wee-k- s ste-ad- trout diet had
cngendereel a hankering for fressh meat.

And so this youth fared him forth with
an axe (which Jack V Charlie hadn't),
anel out of the weiod of a line black ash
he made him a six foot bow. He was
cocky about his .skill at making things;
he had shot bows and arrows quite a bit,
and thought he was pumpkins enough to
hit not only the side of a barn, hut a given
knot liolc therein. And he maele arrows,
straight as die-s-, anil feathered the m with
the feathers left over from a fox's dinner
and tippe?d thi-- with sharikcne--d nails.
And then the guide found him a hen
spruce pa'trielge- - chaperoning her well
grown brood of chicks.

I hate to go on. Tho birels hadn't
the smalli-s- t ohje-ctio- to being shot at
with arrows. When one missed, they
obligingly hopped clo-c- r, until the range
was abont two yards or Buck fever
had nothing lo do with it. When all the
arrows, were away they were retricveel
and shot from the other side and then
liack again. Light ami wimlagi! were per-
fect, but direct hits were wot nbtaineel.

The guide was a polite giuele and a
sobersides withal. He had never wit- -

til

and Isoldes, and the had old King Mai kes

who an- - always laying the -- "id between
lovers true.

Endless -- lories too that --omul like- - o.

without the - f the Ital-

ian's art.
Moore has borrowed, in the dr iug of

these tales, told fluidly, vividly and ver-bot- h.

from the golden, smiling irony of
Anatoli- - France. There are beauti-

ful. In retica! and blasphe-muti- - ".-.-! vptrs'
in the-s- c pages, the sentence droppeel lur-tive'- y.

casually. . with

an art that the smait. a game

that En.e-.-- t Kenan excelled at

that fat ami dirty Michael of
Concluded by a story that Moore him-

self tells to Alec. It is a -- tory i f the
original triangle, inveilving I.ihth. Kve and
Adam. Cut in half the legend would

make a maste-rpiece- . but (icoie- - will
Moore-ne- r. Ami that the legend ge -

quite 'makes it all the mooie
MexiioqiK'.

He miejlit have taken a chame- - on having
this fascinating liook put the pills-lie- -,

for even the Society for the Suppres-
sion of Spice, in lhe-i- r all vw.--e- and om-

nipotent literary Prussiani.-- would go to

it with zest, and after a long and pain-

ful sitting would probably aeljuelge the
work a "classic'' by an Irish pagan who

holds an all night e in hii pewket

fmm a power higher than them-clv- o.

A STORY TKM,ERR HOI.IHAV. I'--

(iFOP.or Moork. Boni 4 l.ivcricht fur the

Irish Folklore For private irni-latio-

!0.

nesse-e- l any archery before-- , --ei he was in-

terested. Along about the Mxtevnth sheit
he excused himself and r paired to the
lake shore, whence came back ill stifled,
snorting sounds that made the targe-i-

ratheT nervous they were the only thing
that did come hack during a lemg, lemg

hour. At last the guide retunieel with
thie-- e primitive stones and three birds
buhhh-e- l in the pot that night. The- - lire
was kindled with the bow anel arrows.

This trage-d- doe not us that
amateur game killing with extemponze--

bows anil arrows ''t lie done, or that
the Noble Red M: n did not bring down
big game with flint tips; but if your hope-

ful offspring plans to break, break, bre ak
the game laws or anything else--o- n the

cold gray Newfoundland stones Capt.
Dugmore himself would probably aiivi-- e

jou lo have him take a gun.
Which is merely a symptom of gar-

rulous anecdotagc of the present winter's
part, and nothing against the of
the Captain's opus with the; kills, whose
heroes cannot draw a lmw teio long. They
will like the Captain's photograph- - and
the illustrations which Philip K. Goodwin

AtWKXTCRKS IX BF.AYF.lt STKF.AM
CAMP. Hv C.vrT. A. Hvwi.vn:

Poubleilay, l'agc A ("o. Jlt.".

.Veil in ll'ar, by Andrvas Latzko, which
was withdrawn from circulation by Boni
& Liveright, the publishers, last June, is
again lieing distributed. The- - bexik was
supprcs-c- d in the Central Empires when
it lir- -t appeared in 1917 and it- - author
ceimpi-llee- l to flee for safely to Switzer-
land. The publishers announce that Men
i'n Hir bits already gone into its eighth
printing in this country and into its third
printing in England.

FAR AWAY and LONG AGO
W. H. HUDSON'S Autobiography is Wonderful for

COLOR

ACTION

All the tropical of Argentina is in its pages; he the
life of the ptropos, cfquaint, old Buenos Ayres, and the vivid, natural
growth of South American forests, as it had never yet been dene.

The book is full of stories cf edd, adventurous charatf errs who
drilled across the author's path in that strange land, and cf his own
adventures cs hunterr and naturalist, in the wonderful outdoor life
be describes.

PpT? SQN-'lt- It arc few books which so simply and sincerely pcrtray the
growth of a soul. It is of extracrdinary interest, in thr.t being a

LJ'PY poet, scientist and writer of unutual skill be has given his recollec-
tions a value which few biographies possess, by recscn e f this utter
sinerity and lack of From any point of view
the bcok is fiucinating.

"He has crowded remote and immense regions with objects
of intensely vital interest to us." Sew' York Tnhum .

By the Author of "The Purple Land," "The Crystal Age," etc
Clolb, $.50 S1
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